LETTERS FROM SAMOA                 327
the telegrams we sent you till after the news was published in the papers. I do hope you were not long kept in suspense; the wire was to be despatched immediately on arrival at San Francisco, but they warned us that press despatches would be sent through first.
I don't think I told you of a remark made by the doctor of the Wallaroo that haunts me constantly. We were watching round dear Lou, Fanny and I were rubbing his arms with brandy, and his shirt-sleeves were pushed up, and showed their thinness ; some one made a remark about his
writing, and Dr. A------said, * How can anybody
write books with arms like these ?'
I turned round indignantly and burst out with, * He has written all his books with arms like these!'
I don't think I was ever before so terribly impressed with the greatness of the struggle that my beloved child had made against his bad health. He has written at the rate of a volume a year for the last twenty years, in spite of weakness which most people would have looked on as an excuse for confirmed invalidism; and he has lived, too, and loved his life in spite of it all. Do you remember how years ago, when some one was comforting him by saying that the Balfours always got stronger as they grew older, he replied, 'Yes ; but just as I begin to outgrow the Balfour delicacy, the Nemesis of the shortlived Stevensons will come in and finish me off!'